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we had the post-house to ourselvesa it was bearable
enough, but on most occasions our sufferings were
shared by a number of other travellers.    Sitting or
standing in a bare, whitewashed room for half a
dozen hours   together, is not  conducive   to   good
temper or conversation and on these occasions the
waiting-room reminded me of nothing so much as
a cage of wild beasts, each  eyeing the other with
envy,  hatred, and  malice,  the   women  especially
looking as if they would like to tear each other's
eyes out.    The peculiarities of men too came out at
such times, some taking the matter coolly and philo-
sophically, alternately drinking tea  and  smoking
cigarettes,   till   their horses  were   ready; others
pacing restlessly up and down the room, cursing the
post-master, yemstchiks, and everybody connected
with the  establishment; others,   again, subsiding
into a  state of dull apathy, and staring straight
before them for hours together.    I often thought at
such times of men I know in England, to whom a
wait of a couple of hours in a snug waiting-room,
surrounded by papers and books, food and drink, is
an excuse for a good British grumble.    I thought
of what they would say to a detention of three days,
or so, in one of these post-houses, with nothing but
tea for nourishment, nothing to look at but four dirty
whitewashed walls, nothing to do but to pace up
and down for hours together, to try and keep the
circulation going in one's tired, hungry frame, a
thousand-mile journey before them, and probably a
dozen   such  delays  ere  they reached their final
destination 1
I will not weary the reader with an account of